
9° The Tragedy o/Othello 

Def. I my Lord: 

Otb. Ifyou bcthinkeyour felfe of any crime, 
Vnreconcil’d as yet to heauen and grace, 

Sollicite for it ftraite. 

Def Alas my Lord, what may you meaneby that? 

Otb. Well doe it, and be briefe,I willwalke by, ' 

I would not kill thy vnprepared fpirit, 
No,heauenfore-fend,I would not kill thy foule. 

Def Talkc you of killing? 

Otb. I, I doe. 

Def. Then heauen haue mercy on me. 

Otb. Amen,with all my heart. 

Def. Ifyou fay fo, Ihopeyou will not kill me. 

, Otb. Hum. 

P'fi y et I ^ ear e you, foryou are fatall then. 

When youreyesroule fo ; why I ftould fegre.I know not, 

Since guiltineffe I knownot^but yet Ifcele I feare 

Otb. Thinke on thy finnes. 

Def. They are Ioues I beare to you. 

Otb . And for that thou dieft. 

Def That death- svnnaturall, that kills for louing, 
Alas, why gnaw you fo your neather lip ? 

Some bloody paffion Shakes your very frame, 

1 hele are portents : but yet I hope 
They doe not point on me. 

Oth. Peace, and be (till. 

Def I will, fo, what’s the matter? 

Thofg,Sc^:: hcrwhkhiroWd -»” d e a “' ti -“- 

Def , No, by my life and foule. 

Send for the man and aske him. 

0:6. Sweete foule take heed, take heed of periury, 
Thou art on thy death-bed. r ' 

Def. I, but not yet to die. 

Oth. Yes, prefen tly: 

Therefore confeffe thee freely of thy finne, 

<or to deny each article with oath, 
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The Moore ofV enice. 

r nn0 tremoue,nor choke the ftrong conceit, 

That I doe groane withall : thou art to die. 

1 jjef Then Lord haue mercy on me. 

0th. I fay Amen. 

Def. And haue you mercy too : 

Ineuer did offend youinmy life, — neuer lou d CafstOy 
Rut with fuch generall warranty of heauen, 

Aslmehtloue: I neuer gauehim token. 

Oth. By heauen I faw my handkercher in his hand, 

0 periured woman, thou doeft ff on c t hy heart. 

And makeft me call, what I intend to doe, 

A murder, which I thought a facrince, 

1 faw the handkercher. 

Def. He found it then, 

I neuer gaue it him, fend for him hither, 

And let him confeffe a truth. 

Oth. He has confeft. 

Def. What, my Lord? 

Oth. That he hath-— vds death. 

Def. How, vnlawfully ? 

Otb. I. 

Def He will not fay fo. 

Otb. No,his mouth is ftop’d, 

Hontft lugo hath tane order for*t. 

Def. My feare interprets then, —what is he dead ? 

Oth. Had all his haires binliues, 

My great reuenge had ftomacke for 'em all. 

Def Alasheisbetraid,and Ivndcne. 

Otb. Oftrumpet,- weepeft thou for him to my face ? 
Def. O bannifh me, my Lord, but killme not. 

Oth. Downe flrumpct. 

Def. Kill me to morrow, let me liue to night. 

0 th. Nay .an you ftriue. 

Def. Buthalfe an houre,but whilel fay one prayer. 

Oth. Tis too late. he fifties her. 

Def. O Lord, Lord, Lord. Emillia culls wthin. 

Em. My Lord, my Lord, what ho, my Lord, my Lord. 
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